CONTRASTS

idle luxury of the large Italian liners in the port
of Genoa, and the slums and never-ceasing toil
which surround the port. Not for a single hour
in the twenty-four is the port quiet. Another
contrast is that between the magnificent suburbs of
Milan and the squalid suburbs of Genoa. The
splendid straight smooth roads radiating from Milan
easily surpass those of London or Paris. The
periphery of Genoa is terrible. Why ? Genoa is
a very important place, and is indeed called, justly,
the " city of palaces ". One hears that the relative
rise of JMilan is due to the influence of a certain
Alpine tunnel. But there must be a more complex
explanation than that.

And yet another contrast. We sat in one of
dozens of large, too-musical cafes in the centre of
]VIilan. All full; and the pavements full, and the
tram-cars. Tremendous babbling crowds, of which
an extraordinarily large proportion consisted of
smartly dressed young men. An enigma of the life
of big cities is the multitudes of young men there-
in who apparently are free to enjoy themselves at
four o'clock in the afternoon. (But you do not see
them in London, nor in Manchester nor Glasgow.)
From the cafes of Milan we walked a few yards
into the cathedral. Hardly a soul on the measure-
less desert floor of the unomamented house of God.
And after the sunshine glitter of the streets and
squares, the sacred interior seemed to be in that
final stage of dusk which immediately precedes
black night. Darkness and utter silence. In a